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Daelodas
by Thomas deMayo
The day Mors Tothus perished in fire and power,
though I was only nine, I perceived his passing from a
hundred miles away in Regnas, the last Daelodas manor.
My Seeing could not be hidden from Dornae, the master
of the manor. He at once sent word to his master in the
city, paid my parents a great stipend, then took me into his
household while we all waited.
The Lord Lucius's carriage rolled through the gates of
Regnas only two weeks later. We stood to watch it arrive.
The farming men opened the timbers all the way wide, and
in rattled a monster of gilt and color and green glass
windo-..'S. Four horses drew it, and it sat six men, two
drivers, three servants, and the master himself. The two
leapt off as soon as it halted, and one knelt in the mud to
unfold the carriage-steps. Then a foot emerged, and out
came a tall, thin, bony man with a knife-edged nose and
lean, withered fingers. His robe was severe and black, and
he walked like a stark shadow amidst the rich color of his
servants.
He halted before Dornae. The thick, fat man looked
up at the tall, thin one, and something passed between them
as they stared into each other's eyes. L~ciw nodded
slightly to the other.
"Is this the one?" he asked, meaning me.
"It is. Her Eyes opened a month ago, or less. I have
not instructed her, but bided, as you would have wished."
Lucius smiled slightly, which made him look even more
bird-like. "Yes. As I would. But do not forget. Your task
here is what it always was: the land, not the people, the
walls, not those who man them."
"I understand," S<Ud Dornae. His face was like a mask.
That is how you can always tell a trained Psychic.
Lucius turned then to me. Did he bow slightly at his
still waist to look down into my eyes? "I am called Lucius,"
he said. '"f ou will come with me and do as you are told,
and in time you will become great within the Howe. Do
you have anything you wish to bring with you? You will
not be coming back."
I shook my head. Even had there been something, I
would have done the same: Lucius's voice frightened me,
and I wanted him to speak to me as little as possible.
We took the mid-day meal in the gold and tile of the
manor-house, and even before the sun had begun to sink,
we were back to the carriage, and I was up and on the hard
scats, looking out as my parents and the courtyard diminished behind, until at last the gates shut on them.
The carriage rolled on into the high hills, and the golden
fields of the manor of Regnas fell behind into its valley. I
saw a bit of the river-water far below. before the jungletrees closed about us. They trailed heavy vines down into
the moss of their knotted roots, and the shadGWs of them

made the road-way dark as twilight. I turned away from
the window.
Lucius sat, hands in his lap. His eyes were neither fully
open nor closed. I did not dare speak to him.
I :hink I must have fallen asleep, but I woke when the
carriage shook. Something had struck it, hard. The door
beside me had shattered and swung to and fro, slightly
open. Lucius was gone. Outside I heard screams and
shouts. And howls.
The carriage door opened. The driver held it with one
hand, and the other held bis dripping side. Without, I saw
the bare ground, the boles of trees, and Lucius, standing.
Something - oh! some emotion like a shudder - clung to
him, and his face was knife-sharp with shadows. He motioned with one long-fingered hand.
I stepped out into the night.
There, on the ground at his feet, lay a thing which was
not quite dead. Slime covered its long body, the sharp
ridges of its spine. Its claws twisted spasmodically in the
dirt. And its face ... its teeth ...
Lucius looked at me, and I felt a kinship between him
and the thing, me and him, me and it.
"Remember," he said. "Lest you become," but I got
and asked no more.
When morning came, we were still riding. The wheels
creaked, and on the roof, the carriage-men shifted every
once in a while. I looked out the window, but Lucius stared
at me with dark eyes half-lidded.
),Arco 't you going to ask?" he said.
I jumped a bit, I think. ''What! Ask what? Sir."
He smiled. "I see. Y01.1 are afraid of me. That is good.
But better that you be afraid of yourself, little one. You
remember the creature, last night. How could you not?
But its peril is not in its teeth, or its claws, but that you,
too, will someday change. One day, both you and I will
become such creatures. It is inevitable."
I did not understand. I did not say so, but Lucius had
spoke his bit, and would no more, not for a long while.
Our journey lasted for another week, and I spent most
of it staring out the window. We crawled along the moun~ roads, and the hot jungles panoramed past like paintings on a scroll. By day, the carriage was hot and smelly,
and by night, cold and dark. We stopped perhaps five times
to make camp: I remember a fire in a pit, moths dark about
it. The sixth day we paused to bury the carriage-driverwho
bad died of bis wounds. I watched, but Lucius remained
within the carriage.
Then there came a day when we climbed the lasr ridge
and saw impossibly tall, impossibly white, the city of
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Accamos on the western face of the mountain of the same
name.
"There," said Lucius, "lies our home."
The plan of Aecamos is such that i~ covers the C2St face
of the mountain, and below it lies a hvge go~e, into ..,hich
the sun never shines. A great many people (and things) live
there, deprived of light and not allowed to leave or pass
through the white-washed streets above, even should they
ever wish to seek the gates. Our carriage rumbled down
the streets, and I stared out the windows at the great houses
and their marble fa~des. I had never imagined such color
as I saw on the passers-by nor thought the sound of voices
could be varied by so many tongues. I reached for the latch
to open the window.
"Don't," said Lucius and laid a hand on my shoulder.
"Why not?" I asked, anger overcoming my fear. "I
want to see."
"Because these are the houses of our enemies. That
building," he pointed, "is the keep of the House Flori nos.
And that, with the red roofing, House Banon."
Just at that moment we turned a corner, and I saw a
great, black building with gold trim, and out of it, came ..
. there was ... a prese11ce ... a lure ...
"Whose house b that?'' I asked eagerly.
Lucius reached up and drew the carriage curtains to.
Inside, it became very dark, and I could hardly see his face,
as he leaned down over me and said, "the House T othus."
It took us perhaps an hour to reach the Daelodas
town-house. Lucius opened the cunains so I could look at
it. I was not impressed. It was brick, and shabby, and had
only two stories, with a little iron balcony that overhung
the gate. Lucius smiled when be saw it. I dunk he wanted
me to do the same.
So. "It's ugly," I said.
Lucius' smile dropped. "That is because it is old. Ours
is the oldest Family. We built this city. We controlled the
guilds. But we held no land, except Regnas. So we lost in
stature. Still," he sa.id, turning grimly towards me, "do not
mistake age for weakness, strength for ugliness. And do
not speak ill of the Family aga.in."
I swallowed.
The door of the townhouse creaked open, and we rolled
in under the gate.
I recaH sitting with Lucius in the high chamber all
paneled in dark wood, while a fire burned in the h~,
and Lucius sat staring at me out of the depths of his red
arm-chair. My stool-seat was uncomfortable and had no

back.
"You have not explained to me about the creature," I
said, looking up from the grammar be had given me.
"Ah," he said.
"And I know you are going to, sometime."
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"Ah."
"So get on with it."
"Ah. Such impatience." He sat back as if collecting bis
!houghts. "Very well. Of all things, the self is the center."
"What docs this have to do with monsters?"
His brow dropped 111 anger. "Quiet! and I will tell you.
Imagine," be said in bis slow, sonorous voice, "that you are
alone. Alone and only yourself. Now imagine that you
are nearly asleep and hardly thinking. Stop the thinking
altogether. What do you feel? The beat of your heart, the
rhythm of your breath? Pare these away. What is left? A
contentment, a simple state of being? This is the source of
everything. It is your own existence that you feel, your
own connection to the absolute. When you have hold of
this, when you can hold it in the fold of your thought, you
have achieved your first mastery. Bring it up into mind.
Know that it is there. Then reach out through it, through
Being, and Being itself is yours to shape. Should the fire go
out? Say to the contentment: the fire is out, and it is out.
Should the man die? Say to the Being: let him cease. His
bean will stop. But these things do not come witho.lt
price.
"When you use your center in this way," Lucius went
on, "it begins to cease to care what it is. As it is the center
of you, you lapse with it. Every time you employ your
Being elsewhere, you run the risk of ceasing to Be yourself."
"You mean - you vanish?"
"No." Lucius smiled. "The universe is not so kind.
Your very blood and flesh changes, and you become what
you are not. And the Change rides along in your bloodline
ever after, sometimes to produce monster-babies among
your descendants, sometimes Psychics, sometimes both.
And so, danger and power, power and danger, we dance
around each other through the centuries. Overstep your
power, unleash a force too strongly, too quickly, and the
monster within you awakes.
"Think, child. What are the walls around Regnas for?
Why did the men-folk return at night? Because of what
dwelt out in the jungle, the children of the children of
Psychics."
"Then why aren't we all dead? - all the people, I
mean."
"Because the Families shepherd their own and each
other."
"I don't understand."
"Then, tomorrow, I think. we will go for a walk."
It was my first trip out of the townhouse since my
arrival. I was anxious and paced the tiled floor while my
fact reflected in its polished marble depths. The polisher
was the old doorman Bargalon; be ran his mop and wax up
and down the comers. He smiled at me in my impatience,
and I thought him a kindly old man, most unlike Lucius.
A bit before twelve, Lucius descended the stain.
"Hrm, you are early," he said.
I had been waiting for three hours.

-where will we be going?" I asked, as be ~
ac:roa
the open spau wit.bout a clance at Barplon.
"'Eh? We will be me«ing IOme otben at the great
llJ'W'C· I thought I wouldn't atUDd, but now I believe it
will be good for your education. llemmlber, though, that
they come from other Families: 10 ~
as little as you
an, and tty to bide your thoughu."
We went out through the great wooden doon and into
the smaller stone arcb·W2J', where two mailed guards stood
beside the open iron gates. They saluted Lucius and myself,
and we wan out onto the Street of the Fim Tier.
The plan of Aecamos is that of a descending spiral. We
passed out of the gau of the Dadodas house, and down a
W2Y of great marble-faced buildings, and couru and fountains and gilded niling. I looked around in wonder, but
Luciw snorted.
"'Gaudy," be said. "'Every brick of Dselodas is wonh
more."
I was nill impressed.
Soon we came to the great square, with the fortified
south gate rising behind it. Merchants in loose robes of
many colors scattered out of our way, and resumed their
hawking only after we bad gone far from their stalls and
cloth-nuts. In the very center of the square. under a great
bronze SlatUC of a man, were plhered a group of three
richly dressed men. I shuddered when I saw them, for I
tensed they were more than they .aned to be. Iprobed
omwards with my mind, determined to discover more.
Every head turned to sure at me. Lucius glared, but said
nothing.
A short, broad man with a white1>eard raised a hand in
grerting. "So, Luciw Daelodas, we meet again, and this
time it is useless to deny you have found yourself a ~
prodigy."
'1 do not deny it, Andrea Barzon," said Luciw. '1
would have introduc.ed you in any case. h is for her to
learn the bws of such things that Ihave brought her here
today."
..Ah!" said a tall, golden-haired man. '"Isn't she a bit
young for such sighu? You shouldn't botch this one.
Dadodas might not have another for many ye.an."
"Or t:Ver," put in the third, who bad long grey hair.
Lucius smiled slightly. All four, I was laur- to learn,
were, if not friends (for such could never be), at least old
acquaintances and on reasonable person.al, if not professional, terms.
We set off at a leisurely pace. took a turn onto Second
Street, and wandered past well-to-do shops and houses. I
noticed that it grew darker as we went farther down the
slope and the mountain-height grew above us. Crowds
scunled out of our W2Y• and men bowed, and old women
made signs behind our backs. Lucius and the othen ~ke
in a bantering kind of way.
Then I heard footsteps behind us, and fdt - what
? - a powerful draw? a f.avination? a presence? I cannot
describe it even now. Early experiences arc always mere

than laur ooes. I turned and aw a figure striding
cowards us. He was tall and broad, with athletic shoulders
and dark eyes. His hair was black and grey, and at his side
be wore a golden-hilted sword.
"'Xargus Tothus," said Lucius. and his hand found my
shoulder. He shot a dark look at the othen out of the
corner of his eye.
"Lucius Dselodas," said Xargus, bowing low, •And
Andrea !anon. And Boethius Flargi. And Karakaph
Vargarat, of course." He looked at me ... And who is this?"
I almost stepped forward to grert him, but Lucius' band
tightened on my shoulder. "Her name is A,timesia. A
witness."
I fdt a touch on my mind.
..And a prodigy," said Xargus. '1am disappointed Iwas
not told. Perhaps you did not expect me here?"
"It is of no matter," said Lucius. '"You arc within your
rights here. Come and join the hunt." Even to me, he
sounded stiff.
Xargus laughed. ..And where is the quarry? And
who?"
"No one of consequence," said Boethius. '"Merely a
merchant. But be has developed quite a talent - a wild
talent. And it is already bqinning to show on him. His
name is - was - Maniliw of Varpnt, but they have
pcxeat

rejected him ...
The tall blond-headed K.arahph nodded "He was ·
untrainable."
Xargus smiled. "Or perhaps you were simply unable
to do so. But no matttt: too late, of course."
"What do you mean?" I asked, pi;>ing up.
Xargus leaned forward, bands on bis knees. "'Why,
don't you know?" be asked, and Ifdt Lucius' band grip my
shoulder even tighter. "'We will kill him. We can't have
rogues run.n.ing about, Changing into ~what."
"But that's nrful!" I said.
'1t is the law," said Lucius. "Mere monsten Ye can
handle, or drive them into the Gorge. but anyone with
Power, who bas begun to Change, all Houses are bound to

slay."
Ithought of what Lucius bad said: that Change was all
our lots, eventually. "'What, always?
Xargus grinned. ..Oh. sometimes, a Family will bide
iu own, and hope that they recover. But it's very illegal:
that's why we always have a npresentative of the Family
involved in our tribunals. Isn't that right, Karakaph?"

K.ankapb blanched.
""Enough of this," said Boethius. He put bis bands to

his temples. "'South, I think."
And so we began to walk again, but the company was
less amiabl~ than before. The buildings became grimier as
we went, and follow~ Boethius, we wandered into maze.
like alleyways. House-tops overhung the streets, and there
were signs of a recent fire on the walls. But I had long since
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stopped paying attention to the city: I was watching Xargus. There was something both compelling and frighten-

ing about him, a dangerous current beneath his joviality.
rm sure he knew I was v.ratchinghim, for often be turned
and grinned at me, It W2; not pleasant.
About three o'clock, i~ must have been, Boethius halted
and raised his hand. We were in an alley, and a ramshackle
house stood before us. It's door was closed, its windows
shuttered.
..Inside?" asked K.arakapb.
But Xargus was already moving. He felled the door
with a swift kick, and something else - a surge of power.
It bum to splinters, and he leapt in. We other four hurried
after, and Lucius, surprisingly, did not try to hold me back.
Inside was dark, save for the open door, and a single lamp.
A woman knelt at the foot of a bed, staring stupidly, even
as Xargus swept out bis sword and lopped off her head. I
squealed, and in answer to my cry, something ghastly rose
up and thrust the bed-sheets aside. For an instant, it seemed
a man was standing there, then he was a great lobsterheaded bug. A blasting will and anger leapt from it. Isaw
stan before my vision. Then Xargus' free hand shot out
and gripped its upraised arm. A terrible struggle, waged on
some plane beyond the physical, rent the air, even as
claw-hand and sword-arm clanged together. A fury and
resistance was jn the creature: a wicked joy in Xargus. For
a moment their wills beat against each other, then there
was a rending crash. Xargus' pommel struck the creature
in the head, and it fell.
"Mercy," it croaked, and for a second, I thought I saw
a man's face there among the scales.
Xargus stood panung, He looked to me, my horror.
To Lucius. "Brother Daelodas," be said, "Perhaps the
honor should be yours."
Lucius looked down at the thing, a kind of weariness
in his eyes. He sighed. "Very well."
He held up his left band, and the air warped and
wavered as it folded down about the creature.
"Marsilius of no House," Lucius said, "Sentence of
Death is carried out upon on you in accordance with the
law."
There was a squeal and a spurt of blood.
And that was my first trip into the city.
As we beaded back into the better sections of the city,
our companions began to take their leave. When Boethius
was last, he turned to us and said, "Well, Lucius, I expect
I'll be seeing you again in '48, if not sooner."
Lucius grunted and nodded, and then we were alone.
I myself was shaken and in a poor mood, but nevertheless asked if we could see a bit more of the city. Lucius,
however, was foul, and brought us back at once to the
townhouse, where be bad the watch doubled on the doors
before shutting them behind us.
Thus began the long years of my imprisonment. Lucius
instructed me rigorously in the arts of the mind and in the
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education of philosophy. I bad little joy of it. I learned to
read the wind's heart, and the portents in the rumbling
thunder, and everywhere and always, the thoughts of men,
burbling and swimming, clashing and cutting in love and
bate and fear. And I learned to feel, and then to quash, the
stirrings within me, like another life, that threatened to
make me Change. It was too much. It was not enough.
But it was all I got, for Lucius, unlike many masters, cared
nothing for art or poetry or food or company, and locked
me into his own routine of scratchy robes and hard monkbeds, and the ever-present and ever-painful sharpening of
the will and thought. Often, between the sessions of
dissection room or star-chart, I would go up onto the
second floor balcony and stare at the domes and spires of
the city, but whenever I asked Lucius if we might go out
again, he paled and said, "Not yet."
Then, when I had almost ascended to my majority, I
found to my surprise that Lucius was planning for a great
party. I had come into his study for my lecture, and,
looking over bis bony shoulder, Isaw on the table a great
purchase-bill for hams and beef and poultry and other
food-stuff.
"What's this?" Iasked, pointing.
Lucius pushed my arm aside. He took the quill-pen out
from between his teeth, and stared at me with his deep eyes.
"Plans," he said.
"For what?"
"There's to be a council meeting here next week. Each
of the major houses sends a representative party. It's been
planned for years." He scowled, as if pushing back an
unwelcome thought. "In any case, as the second-ranking
Daelodas psychic, you will attend. Try not to talk too
much."
I was almost angry, but then a terrible thought took
me. "Second ranking? What about old Dornae?" I thought
back to the pudgy, 5':'/er!!man who had discovered my gift
so many years ago. Surely I was not now his better?
"Dornae? He was killed in the fall of Regnas."
My mind raced back across the years, to the yellowed
walls, the wavingcorn, the cool amphorae, to a dark-haired
man, a laughing woman ... "Dead? All of them?"
"Destroyed," said Lucius. "I suspect the assailing house
wished to cut us off from our only extra-urban territorial
possession."
"When?" I whispered.
He looked at me quizzically. "Six years ago. I did not
tell you because I thought it might be distract.ing for you."
I sank heavily into a chair. Six years. I would havebeen
twelve. No, eleven. Mother,Father ... I had not thought·
of them for years. I think I was weeping.
Lucius raised an eyebrow. "Perhaps I should have told
1ou earlier, but I did not expect you to retain any such
strong emotional sentiment for the place. Unless you 2!'C
crying for the misfortune of the House, in which case - "
And that was when I fled the room.

There are not too many places to bide in the manor·
house, and when I ended curled up on the dusty marble
floor of a state-room on the ground-floor, I do not think
the servants really had lost track of me. They were always
so frightened. I pulled myself under a table and lay curled
there for a long time.
Then light fell on me as the door opened, but it was not
Lucius who stood there, dark against the brightness. It was
Bargalon. I felt relieved almost at once.
"What is wrong, Lady?" he asked, and his voice was soft
and quiet.
"It ... it is nothing. I am merely upset."
He hesitated. "He can be a cruel master, sometimes.
But we servants have a way of escaping him; if you would
like to go out and walk under the stars for a time and smell
the night air, perhaps it would make you feel better?"
I held out my hand to him, and let him lift me to my
feet. "Yes, please."
He led me out into the hallway, and thence past the
many shut rooms with their polished door-plates. They
had not been used in many long years, though the hall itself
was well-traveled. Bargalon went in front, and every now
and then be would look back over his shoulder, whether
to see if I still followed, or to make certain that Lucius was
nowhere near, I did not know. When we came to the last
door before the staircase, he paused and drew out his key
ring. There was a clink and a clatter, and then we were in
a room not unlike the one I had hid myself in. A further
arch revealed a whole complex of apanments, and in the
farthest blue-paneled chamber, there was a barred window
streaming light and an oaken door. This Bargalon unlocked as well; it was well-oiled and opened without a
sound. Outside the afternoon sun shone golden through a
slotted alleyway hemmed between the Daelodas townhouse and a neighboring building of brick.
Bargalon pointed down the alleyway. "That way's
Merchant's Street, Lady. From there you can go to anywhere in the city, and maybe you'll find the walk balm for
your troubles. Remember the way back, and I'll be waiting
here by the door. Knock three times, and I'll open it."
It troubles me to remember the heedlessness with
which I began my walk. I wandered aimlessly around
Merchant's Street, and admired the many works of cloth
and gold and glass which were both decorative and functional, and came in time to the Second Street market. I felt
great relief to be out of the house, and away from Lucius.
The very joy of it suffused the air, and the red blush of
sunset was its very mirror. But when night came, the
lamp-lit booths and half-shadowed faces seemed somehow
ominous, and I resolved to return home before I was
missed. Now that I knew the out, I could come and go
freely.
Going back was like trying to awake from a long sleep.
However much I tried, I could not kick off the fog that lay
on my mind, and I would look up suddenly to find myself
in some strange street I had not remembered entering. The
confusion was like a great wave beating on me. In a panic,

I tried to remember the exercises Lucius had taught me for
the focusing of my mind, but the enemy will bad too great
a grip on me, and my concentration slipped and floundered.
Then in a snap, everything became clear. I was in a dark
intersection of alley-ways down below the third tier. Far
ahead and above me, in another, cleaner part of the city, a
Power sat, and I felt its fear as I broke loose of its hold, and
its triumph as it looked down and saw ...
I spun, anticipating its anticipation. Dark figures of
men were shadows against shadows in the alley, and only
the curves of swift-running limbs caught the light. Metal
flashed in the darkness, and then I was surrounded. One
leapt forward, and his knife slashed high. I swerved aside,
but a kick caught my leg, and I went sprawling. I suppose
I have this comfort, that they would have killed me quick,
for a Psychic can be deadly even in defeat. I rolled, and saw
a pointed knife-blade stabbing down. Doubtless, it was
aimed for my throat or eye, but suddenly, it was wrenched
from the fingers that gripped it and went lashing through
the air. It burled through the empty space and buried itself
in the belly of a second man.
A terrible, potent Will shattered all the air. A hell-wind
shot down the alley, followed by sudden, terrible, bumin.g
sorceries like explosions of fire-works. A distortion of
space crackled, sundering limb from limb and whirling
human entrails into the air. The knife-bellied man's head
bum like a cantaloupe. The man above me drew a sword,
but another, taller, leaner figure intercepted him. A familiar voice rang out. The sword-man crumpled like paper
and vanished. Through the space where he had been, I saw
Lucius - but Lucius gone mad.
The thugs scattered, but Lucius would not let them go.
He smashed and shattered them against the stone, warped
and ate them with his Will. And where be stood, the space
seemed also occupied by some other Thing, a great spider,
a terrible wraith, a mountain of whirling shadow, a monster with many legs. I felt the sickening void iii him, the
awful pull of Unbeing upon him.
Then it was over, and Lucius sagged wearily to his
knees. He seemed human now, but his outline blurred and
shimmered, as if something else lurked just behind his skin.
I drew cautiously near, afraid of what he might now say or
become. I felt very ashamed.
He looked up at me with blearied eyes. "I must get back
... before the other Houses can catch me here."
I helped him to his feet and be leaned on me as we
walked. ·His touch was not always human, and I was
thankful that the darkness hid the sight of him.
. . . "What has happened?" I asked him.
. . His breath was halting, and sounded somewhere between a man's wet voice and the croak of some scaled thing.
"The others ... I don't k.now who ... tried to catch you
here. And k.ill you. It would have been a blow to us. I
spent too ruuch of myself just now ... trying to save you.
I am bcginrung to Change. Quick! I can't speak much
more. When we: get back ... you must lock me into the
high room ... my study. Perhaps I will be able to master
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apin. WhateVeryou do, do not open the door. It
is warded. They won't sense me behind it. When they
come, tell them I am away, or ill, or anything you like, but
do not let them know I am in the house. If they can catch
me, Ch LDged, it will be their duty to kill me, This they
will wa:lt above all. Keep them away. But if they find me
... do not interfere."
We stumbled onto First Street, and I saw the townhouse
myself

ahead.
«What .... what will happen to me?"
Lucius spasmed in my arms. I felt spines, or scales,
or ...
..No more. One of us, must survive, AnimesiaDadodas."
I hurried past the guards, and through the gate. The
hall was empty of servants, but filled already with tables
and stacked chain. I stumbled with Lucius up the stair·
case, and set him gently into his red chair. It and he both
seemed to relax at their union, and it seemed to flow itself
to his rapidly changing contours. What I saw there, in the
chair, shimmering and swirling in its dark spindle-legged
hideousnessI will not say. My hands were shaking and slick
with sweat as I locked the door behind me. Its filigreed
surface, I seemed to notice for the first time, was inlaid with
silver.
Before I went to bed, I had Bargalon killed.
The following days I spent absorbed in many petty
activities, however much I would have wished to remain
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beside that locked silver door. With Lucius absent, I was
the sole mistress of the town-house, and thrust unready
into a position of many responsibilities great and small. I
knew nothing of the true breadth and deeps of the family's
businesses and guilds, and I struggled to follow my way
through Lucius' great ledgers and notebooks. And more
than anything else, I had to plan for the coming conference.
Lucius had left the preparations half-undone, or kept the
other half only in his head, for I could find no trace of the
missing records. For many reasons I hoped fervently that
he might recover before the day came.
But he did not, and I was left to face the great Powers
of Accamos alone.
Boethius Flargi arrived first, flanked by three liveried
musketeers. I focused my mind, before welcoming him
under the gates. He smiled slightly when he saw me, and
his face did not seem so much older than it had when we
had met before. "Ah, young Artimesia Daelodas," he said.
"So Lucius has decided to let you sit in on the conference."
"Lucius is abroad," I said (giving the lie I bad rehearsed),
"I am to be the sole Daclodas representative."
Boerhius' smile collapsed. "I see," he said. "He picked
an unfortunate time to travel. I assume this does not imply
a subsequent drop in his esteem for House Flargi?"
"No," I said, "Not at all."
Boethius winked. "'~tell, in that case, follow closely,
young lady, and we will show you how to bicker like a
professional."
I do not know to this day whether Boethius was sincere

in his friendliness or was only trying hoodwink me, but
the next two delegates were even less cordial. K.arakaph
arrived amid a phalanx of armed knights, and Andrea
Banon 's crowd showed itself at about the same time. Both
men scowled when I told them Lucius would not attend
the conference.
"This is an insult!" said Karakaph, and his guards fingered their sword-hilts nervously.
Andrea's face became thoughtful, and he greeted me
only perfunctorily.
I led them both into the great ball, and we lingered
together, wandering the marble floors, and sampling the
many strange foods and drinks Lucius had procured. The
functionaries of several other, minor houses and guilds
arrived over the next hour, and soon we were quite
crowded, and there was a great hum of conversation, most
but not all of it about Lucius.
Last of all came Xargus Tothus. Time had not dulled
the awe of bis Presence. He stepped over the threshold
proceeded by his aura, and it wrapped itself about him like
a cloak. He wore a great brown leather coat and a silk shirt.
He had a rapier and a pistol in his belt, but he had no guards
at all.
"I don't need them, young Daelodas," he said grinning.
"No one's going to murder me in front of the others, and
there are quite enough folk here already." He waved his
hand expansively to include the room. "But where's old
Lucius? ln conference already? Hatching feeble plots
against my House?" He laughed.
"Lucius is away on travel," I said. "And could not
attend. He assures you that he means no disrespect by
this."
Xargus' face split even wider. "Well," he said. "Better
and better!"
I'd've put a dagger in his back if I could.
The conference began somewhat later, and most of it I
was not prepared to understand. It turned on issues decades

or centuries old. New treaties were proposed, and new
alliances. All of them, I suspected, aimed to exploit Lucius'
absence, so I agreed to none, and, gradually, Daelodas
passed out of the center of discussion. I was bored and
nervous, and spent most of my time building mental walls
against the probes of the others. Occasionally, one of them
would scan the town-house, but their wills would skip over
Lucius' room with the silver door.
Three or four hours in, we broke for supper, and the
servant's brought in great ugly silver trays of food. Xargus
picked over them all, but could not find anything to his
lilting.
"Damned!" be said to the waiter. "Don't you hav~ any
of the purple ones? No! Not those. They're pink, anyway. What? Like little shrimp. Hell, you bad some in the
hall. I'll just go look myself."
He got up and stretched, then went out with a gla~ of
wine in hand.

"Why can't be just eat what's here?" asked Boethius
from behind a piece of bread. "It's quite good."
Karakaph folded bis arms on his chest. "Because he is
an ass. We will not forget, no."
I leaned back in my chair and drank a bit to calm my
nerves. The conversation droned on. I dropped my eyes
to the table, and Isaw them. ln a pyramid. Purple. Like
shrimp.
"If you'll excuse me," I said. "I have to go look -~er
some business as hostess. I'll return by the appointed
hour."
Ishut the door behind me as quickly as Idared, and as
I began to run along the hall, I heard behind me the voice
of KMakaph saying:
''Well, there goes another. Ha!"
But Boethius answered, "Good for her. I wouldn't
want Xargus running loose in my house, either."
I didn't care what they thought, not at this point. I
simply had to reach the silver door before Xargus. His plan
was now clear to me, so clear I was surprised I had not seen
it before. He had only to "discover" Lucius in his present
state to be rid of him, and, by extension, Daelodas itself.
A call would bring the others running, and they would see
that Lucius had Changed and kill .him. Xargus knew
Lucius was here. Therefore, he had known about the
assault on me, probably directed it, had traitors in the
house, was at this point our strongest enemy.
I did not see Xargus in the ballroom, and I was not
surprised. I wormed my way between the tablC:S and
courtiers, going as fast as Idared. A few calls came m my
direction, but Iignored them. One of the butlers - Ergos
- passed by me, and I caught his arm.
"Where is Xargus Tothw?" I asked. "Has he come this
way?"
Ergos frowned in thought. ''I do not think so, Lady.
Is there anything else you wanted?"
"More wine for the delegates," I said. "And food. Now
get out of my way."
Ihurried along to the stair-case, Not too fast in climbing, I thought: you don't want to start a panic or a hunt.
Then, blessedly, I gained the top, and closed the door
behind me. Empty darkness held the upper corridor, and
I was able to sprint along its length. Several doors which I
passed swung ajar, but the only Presence I felt lay ahead,
around the corner. I flung myself around it, and there I
saw Xargus T othus with his hand on the knob of the silver
door. The guard I had stationed lay dead at bis feet,
Xargus' bloody sword protruding from his back.
· "Xargus!" I said. ''What is the meaning of this?"
But he was aware of me even before I spoke, though be
did not look up. All bis will was focused on the door, and,
slowly, the lock began to turn. I could feel his will within
ii, forcing the tumblers to spin and give, forcing the metal
stretch and break.
So I stopped him. My will went into the lock, and I
forced the tumblers back. They strained and creaked, and

to
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bent now this way, now that. Sweat rolled down my
forehead. An instant's give, and the handle would turn,
the door would open, and the stench of Lucius' polluted
will would roll out over all the house.
Xargus' hand trembled on the handle, but it would not
tum.
He looked up at me with hate-filled eyes. I felt the
power well up behind them, but he could not unleash it on
me, not without risking the others downstairs becoming
aware.
Only the quiet struggle of the lock.
"Damn you, whelpling," he said, "I will have my
revenge."
I said nothing. I could not both fight and speak.
"Mors Tothus was my master. They should not have
killed him that day. But I've already struck down Regoas,
to spite your House. Now I'll have Lucius, too."
I don't know which made me angrier. I struck out with
my will, and it blasted him like a blow on the r~ side.
He spun, and his hand dropped from the handle. His will
rose up like a wave.
Theo he laughed. "But that will bring the others, and
then you'll have to open that door."
"Hardly," I said. "I will only have to show them that,"
I said, pointing to the guard. "You arc a thief, and I've
caught you rummaging in the private rooms. Now get
downstairs."
I thought then that he might strike me down. If he
could do it swiftly, he might force the lock before the
others came. That one thought was in his mind, to bring
down Lucius, regardless.
But then he laughed, turned, and pulled his sword from
the corpse with a sucking sound. He wiped it clean on the
dead man's cloak, and walked away from the door.
"I will of course, pay proper wergild," he said, :1S he
walked towards the stair. "Shall '11."e consider the mauer
closed? At, say, thirty silver?"
"For the present," I said, and I opened the stair-door for
him. He was utterly compliant when we explained the
incident to the others.

It was night, and I stood on the balcony above the city,
staring out at the stars, when I heard a movement in the
darknessbehind me. Lucius emerged looking haggard and
thin, with a paleness about his hands and fingers. He
seemed older than he had before, with more lines to crease
his long ascetic face. He had been up and about now for
three days.
"Are you better?" I asked him.
He stood beside me. "One never emerges quite the
same," he said. "I am grateful, by .he way, for what you
did for me, and for the House."
His formality did not bother me so much now. "\tiy
duty," I said. "My pleasure."
He smiled. "You arc beginning to learn, my youngone.

The Mythic Circle #20, pg 8

Power'sprice is the binding of the freedom of the will. But
it is no hardship. In the end, your freedom and your service
become one."
He put an arm across my shoulder, pointed with the
other. ''I have other news as well. Boethius and Andrea
and Karakaph have all agreed to look the other way tonight. See that speck there on the road? That is the
haughty Xargus on a mission to the provinces. He thinks
he is immune to our scorn. Let us teach him otherwise."
Together we reached out with our minds, and extinguished Xargus Tothus.

A PRA~eR TO HeSTlA
(FoR Owene Simpkins Scorrl
by Joe R. Christopher
0 eldest Hestia, keeper of household fire,
though virgin you, natheless the matrons cry,
"Our houses' protector, ever stay us nigh;
upon the hearth, sustain the ancient fire.
Today we heat with gJS or 'lectric fire,
'11."e cook with microwaves, you occupy,
natheless, the place of honor, our kitchens by,
where you still feed the old and holy fire."
0 holy Hestia, one who served you well,
has died and to your temple comes:
redhaired and brave, she journeys ever nigher;
'11."e pray you welcome her and to her tell
your deeper mystery, which males bedumbs;
she'11 gather fuel; she'll tend the eternal fire.

----

